conquered.

Which whan the fone of Maia fawe,

he tooke me by the hand,
Looke vp quoth he be not affrayed:

but boldly by me fland.
The Mufes all of Helicon,

haue fent me now to thee:
Whom thou doeil ferue and whofe you fekfl

For euei more to be.
And thankes to the by me they fende,

Bycaufe thou took eft payne,
In theyi Affaires (a thankeles thyng)

to occupie thy Erayne.
Defyring thee not for to flaye,

foi Momus ill report,
But endyng that thou haft begun,

to fpyte the Canckred forte.
And thynk not thou, that thou art he,

that canft efcape Difdayne,
The day fhall come when thankfull men,

fhall well accept thy Paine,
, But rather lay before thyne eyes,

the hie attemptes of thofe,
Whofe flatly ftyle with painfull proofe,

theyr worthy wytes difclofe,
Marke him that thundred out ye deeds

Of olde Anchifes fun,
Whofe Englilh verfe gyues Maroes grace,

In all that he hath done,
Whofe death the Mufes forrow much,

that lacke of aged dayes,
Amongefl the common Brytons old,

fhould hynder Virgils prayfe.
Mark him yat hath wel framde a Glaffe

for ftates to looke vpon,
Whofe labour fhews the ends oi them

that lyued long a gone.
Marke hym that Ihowes ye Tragedies

thyne owne famylyar Frende,